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SPECIAL NOTICE. 


Attention is called to the fact that every issue of Puck is spe- 
cially copyrighted, and its contents protected by law. We have | 


no ehjection to the pening of paragraphs and articles, where 
SJull credit is given; Wy 
our pictures, except by special arrangement with us. 

INDEX ‘TO VOLUME XIX. 
is now seady, and can be had on application at this office, with- 
out charge, or will be mailed to any address gratis. 








“CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


W® need not enter into the abstract question 
of the right or wrong of the so-called 
Prohibition Idea to come to the conclusion that 
the Prohibition party is of all parties the most 
undignified and generally disreputable. For 
years it has been nothing better than a common 
political bravo, offering itself for hire to either 
of the greater factions that would give local 
influence for assistance in the national cam- 
paign. The Prohibition party has practically 
sail to the Democrats and the Republicans: 
“Whichever of you will help me to win this or 
that State shall have my vote in the contest for 
the presidency.””. If the Republicans were ready 
to bid, the Prohibitionists could be used against 
the Democrats; if the Democrats sought the 
immoral alliance, Prohibition stabbed the Re- 
publicans in the back. The price was, of 
course, the votes of the purchasing—and pur- 
chased —party in some State which the advo- 
cates of enforced abstinence had marked for 
their own. ‘Thus have more than a dozen un- 
willing states been handed over, partially or 
completely, to the iron rule of fanatics; and 
thus have thousands of decent citizens been 
tempted to ignoble subterfuge and base viola- 
tion of law, 





* 
* * 

The present performance in Maine, where 
the Prohibitionists are. trying to capture the 
Republican party, while that party, as repre- 
sented by its self-appointed leader, is trying to 
avoid being cornered, is at once entertaining 
and instructive. Mr. St. John and Mr. Neal 
Dow are striving vigorously to bulldoze Mr. 
James G. Blaine into making a Republican Pro- 
hibitionist of himself; and Mr. Blaine, who can 
not afford to be bulldozed in this particular 
way, is trying his best to be Prohibitionist 
enough for Maine without being too much of 
a Prohibitionist for New Jersey. This is clearly 
amusing, It is instructive also, because it opens 
the eyes of the wildest blainiac to the fact that 
his idol is an idol with two faces; not an idol 
at all to be depended upon. The Prohibitionist 
blainiac can not but see that his favorite can- 
didate is far from being heart and soul in the 
good cause of No Rum. The blainiac who 
likes his beer, or his glass of wine at dinner, or 
mayhap his cocktail in the dewy morning, must 
be pained to think that the vigorous Ameri- 
canism of the great statesman may, on occasion, 
when expediency seems to demand it, lead him 
to deny his fellow man the cheering draught of 
alcohol. It is painful to anyone to see a truly 


collossal mind thus given to vacillation and 
tergiversation. 
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¢¢ At that momenta chill, unearthly wind 


seemed to blow through the apartment; : ; P ase : 
the ponderous oaken door opened silently ~———‘“‘ 4tn’t you coming to bed, dear? Ls after two v'clock |’ 


| and slowly, and upon its threshold stood a 
figure robed in white—gliding noiselessly 
forward, it said in a hollow voice J 
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A LITTLE SUDDEN. 


(lif Was READING THE Latest Guost Srory.) 


\ 





The locai campaign in Maine is hurting Mr. 
Blaine worse than anything has hurt him since 
the good Mr. Burchard put his shoulder to the 
wheel—or rather, let us say, stepped into the 
traces, and brayed his cheerful bray as he 
dragged the triumphal chariot into the ditch 
It has weakened the great leader in his very 
stronghold. The devoted men who were for 
Blaine first, last and all the time, right or 
wrong, honest or dishonest, wise or foolish — 
even these have now to stop and put their long- 
disused thinking machines to work again. They 
did not care that Mr. Blaine indulged in dis- 
graceful stock-speculations while he was in the 
service of the government. It was nothing to 
them that as Secretary of State he used his of- 
ficial position to further the schemes ofa dis- 
reputable adventurer. They were not troubled 
by the fact that he had been exposed over and 
over again as a thorough-going political char- 
latan, a man without principle and without 
patriotism, and the most shallow and cheapest 
imitation of a statesman that ever posed for 
the admiration of tie vulgar. 


oH 


But it hits them hard on the “ practical ”’ sicle 
when they find that Mr. Blaine can not be re- 


wants to have his fellow-citizens forbidden by 
law to drink alcoholic liquors, and the blainiac 
who owns stock in a brewery or a distillery are 
alike stricken with distrust when they find their 
leader straddling the fence on the problem of 
Prohibition. 
date to have a bad reputation for honesty; but 
it is fatal to him, among the lovers of practical 
politics, when his own adherents can not tell 
where to find him on a momentous and strictly 
“ practical ”’ issue. 





We are inclined to think that for a paper 
published weekly in the United States of Ameri- 
ca, a dignified indifference to the politics of con- 
| tinental Europe is a wise and profitable policy. 
| Last week we illustrated, graphically and effect- 





lied upon to take a firm stand on a question of | 
positive business importance. The blainiac who | 


It may be awkward for a candi- | 


ively, the “‘abdication” of Alexander of Bul- 
garia. In simple pictorial style we showed the 
manner of that abdication, and hinted at the 
causesthereof. By thetime our paper came out, 
Alexander was back again at Sofia—or if he 
wa3 not, it was only because he had to stop and 
shake hands with every man in Bulgaria before 
he could get to the throne. This week we 
illustrate, in an equally graphic and effective 
manner, the present situation in Bulgaria. But 
we do it with the distinct proviso that if there 
is another situation to the front before we come 
out, we are not responsible. The painful ne- 
cessity of commenting severely upon one or 
two acts of Prince Bismarck, and the sad duty 
of disagreeing with Mr. Gladstone as to his 
Irish policy, have led to certain strained rela- 
tions which have deprived us of the services of 
two valued correspondents, When these gentle- 
men have overcome their not unnatural resent- 
ment, we may be able to give our readers car- 
toons constructed upon more trustworthy “‘point- 
ers’? than those which we got last week from 
M. de Giers, who is no longer in the employ 
of this paper. 








| 
vk! What is that ¢? 

Is it the sorrowful German 
seashore hotel-keeper saying 
to his guests: «* Auf Wieder- 
sehen?” Is it the German mer- 

. chant hammering up the cold 















z weather sign at his entrance, 
ML4y ic 8‘ Mach’ die Thiire zu,” 
ey, while a tear gems his eye, 
CA ) tp showiug plainly that he 
7 “S yearns with a great S: hnsucht 


for the time when the /dge/ 
will nest again ? 

Is it the yow) of the 
requiescat over the prostrate 
Fledermaus ? 

Is it the German elocution- 
ist declaiming: Kotzelue’s 
‘‘ Verzwetflung ?” 

No, it is the merry Ger- 

man, Who is fond of fun, pulling out his German Xzin- 
| geld and shouting: ‘* Den meuesten PUCK ON WHEELS!” 
| Of all newsdealers. Price, Twenty-five cents. Mailed 
| toany aldress on receipt of Thirty cents. 
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WILL IT EVER COME TO THIS? 









AVERYBODY recognizes the recent evo- 
lution of the American Press, For 
two cents a citizen can now buy an 
amount of paper sufficient to wrap 
up 2 dozen parcels, and have 
enough left for a bustle for his 
oldest daughter. ‘There is also a 
vivid change in the“ word-paint- 
ing” business. But will it ever 
come to this: 


ANOTHER RIOT IN MOTT STREET. 


An Officer Seriously Wounded in the Discharge of 
His Duty. 


GrRaPHIC DETAILS BY ONE OF OuR YOUNG MEN. 
Scene.—Tomps Po.tce Courrv. 





Dramatis Persone. 
Pouice Justice Durry. 
Mary ANN McGinnis, of 1614 Mott St. 
PoLicE Justice Durry. 
“ Uplift thy cringing form, O captive, now! 
Heeds’t thou the awful charge which fetters thee 
Before the dread ‘Tribunal of the law? 
For ere yon golden orb majestic rose 
‘To combat shadows of the waning night, 
Didst thou with horrid and unearthly clamor, 
Arouse our loyal citizens from slumber, 
And throw a scarlet halo over Mott Street. 
What sayest thou? Quick answer, nor delay 
The whirling sword of Justice. Stand and 
speak!’ 


Mary ANN. 
“Your Honor, famed for clemency executive, 
Give ear unto my tale of bitter woe; 
Yestreen, returning from a hard day’s wash, 
The pangs of thirst came like a blight un- 
speakable 
Over my weary spirit—and I fell; 
But in good season should I have retired, 
Were’t not for Mrs. Moriarty. She it was 
Who hurled the stove from out the turret- 
window, 
And let it fall upon the officer 
Serenely slumbering in the moat below.”’ 


Potice Justice Durry (/aying his hand upon 
his pen.) 
“Enough! Methinks ’twere well that for ten 
days 
Confinement dark and lonely be thy portion— 
Away with her to the Bastile.”’ 


Or this: 
BLUE EYES PLEAD IN VAIN. 


The Sad Story of a Vivacious Blonde Who Loved Not 
Wisely, But too Well. ; 


Canto I. 
The twilight shadows weirdly deep, 
Hung low upon the donjon keep; 
When through the dusky Hall, | ween, 
A maiden strode with modest mien. 
Beside the stern judicial bench 
She paused, her courage to entrench; 
Then like a harp by Sorrow strung, 
Her voice within the gloaming rung. 


MAIDEN’s SONG. 
“QO! [thought that my Fritz was a forester true; 
He watered the blossoms in Tompkins Square, 
Now he’s broken my heart and I’m going to sue, 
Perhaps damages may that poor heart repair.” 


“A mournful lay,” his Honor said: 

“ But, prithee, maiden, on my head 
The hand of Grace in terror fall, 

If I' respond not to thy call. 

What ho! a summons quick prepare! 
Now hie thee, sergeant, to his lair; 
And ere day doth its glories furl, 
Drag forth in irons the dastard churl!” 





The report of the trial could be given in 
several additional cantos, as per sample: “A 
Court-Officers’ Chorus,” “ Lawyers’ Song,” etc., 
would make very good reading. 

If ever this epoch arrives, where will Shaks- 
pere be? And Tennyson and Walter Scott? 
Who will quote them then? 

Another fearful glance into futurity before 
we close: 

Wire,—Is that another opera in the paper 
this morning, hubby ? 

HussBanp.—Yes, my love. Three acts, with 
libretto and music. It is areport of the divorce 
case of Mrs, De Schneider, of Madison Avenue. 

Wirr.—Dear me! I shall have to run over 
a few of the bars before luncheon. 

Huspanp.—'That editorial, too, yesterday, 
on the Tariff question, with words and music, 
made quite a hit. ‘The boys were whistling it 
everywhere down-town, Splendid rhymes and 
a fascinating air they were set to. By the way, 
next Sunday’s edition, I see, is going to be a 
hummer. Read the notice: ‘Three two-act 
tragedies by the Jefferson Market reporter, 
seven cantos of cable matter, three editorial 
sonotas with violin, flute and piano accompani- 
ments on the Civil-Service Reform question, 
three society comedies, sixteen verses of finan- 
cial news, together with three hundred and four- 
teen choice engravings, and a cartoon entitled: 
“ Who Killed Cock Robin ?”’ ' 

WALTER STEPHEN MurpPHy. 








LENDING VALUABLE ASSISTANCE. 


HAT a truly good woman the Rev. Mrs, 
Whitechoker is,” remarked a gentle- 
man, referring to the wife of a fashionable min- 
ister: “I don’t think I ever met a lady of more 
character and worth. She must be of great 
help to her husband in his ministerial work.” 
“Oh, yes,” responded the gentleman’s wife: 
“She is. She practices what he preaches.” 





FALL SYMPTOMS. 





»ECTIC signs of rosy posy 

Fall all shining everywhere, 

.. Every rose is dying, sighing 
< Something or other on 
the air. 

Small boys with the apple 
- grapple 
In the orchards still and 

" ripe, 

And we hear the pleasant 
pheasant 

- Chant his plaintive meer- 

schaum- pipe, 






Notes as sweet as syrup 
-_— chirrup 
\ Robins who are on the 
7 wing 
For the balmy, sunny honey- 
Laden valleys soaked in spring, 
On these cool days, Dennis tennis 
Plays with Lady Guinevere; 
And while feeling frisky, wh y 
Somehow takes the place of b—r. 





All the woods are mellow yellow, 
Save the portions brown and red; 

Now the sumach’s blowing glowing, 
Like the servant-lady’s head. 

And all nature’s wearing glaring 
Tones that soon will fade and wilt— 

Nature’s in her daisy hazy, 
Lazy mazy crazy-quilt. 


R. K. M. 





AN ECONOMICAL farmer out in Minnesota, re- 
cently had a suit of clothes made of wire bolt- 
ing-cloth, thinking it would last him for years, 
Fifteen minutes after he put it on, he was struck 
in ten places at once by lightning, and was so 
full of the metal that it was necessary for his 
family to employ the services of a political 
wire-puller to get the metallic strands out of 
the remains, 


IN LOOKING over our E.C., the Vorthwestern 
Miller, we see an al- 





SEPTEMBER IN TOWN—-(RATHER COOL THIS YEAR.) 





HEe.—What! don’t you recognize me? Why, it’s Brown, Brown that used to 


take you in the surf at Narragansett Pier. 





lusion to “Oatmeal 
Machinery.” We can- 
not, for the lives of 
us, see exactly what it 
means, as the only oat- 
meal machinery we 
ever heard of that you 
could bet on every 
time and win, is the 
digestive apparatus of 
a Scotchman. 





Ir Is customary for 
Wall Street men to 
smash white hats down 
on the heads of wear- 
ers who appear in 
them after they are 
called in. But as the 
miller always wears a 
white hat, we think 
that grain speculators 
should be allowed to 
wear their pearl - col- 
ored Derbys right 
through the winter if 
they choose. 





It ’s INDEED an iil- 
wind-mill that doesn’t 
capture the soul and 
the canvas of a rustic- 
ating artist. 

WE po not know 
what the present Irish 
programme is, but pre- 
sume it is whiskey, as 


SHE.—But that was when I had my bathing-suit on, sir. usual, 
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ACCORDING TO HIS FOLLY. 





I was sitting on the hotel veranda the other 
morning, smoking a cigar, and thinking what I 
would do if I had a million dollars, a gentle- 
man in a -wash-bowl hat, and further distin- 
guished by yellow whiskers and buff raiment, 

suddenly turned from the paper he was read- 

ing at my side, and studied my face with the 

peculiar interest of a stranger who wishes to 
make a confidence, but who would first make 
sure of his ground. 

I tried to look as if I had the million dol- 
lars already, but it was in vain. The gentle- 
man’s conclusion respecting me was unfavora- 
ble, and he reluctantly resumed his reading. 

Seeing myself thus despitefully used, I dropped the rich, courteous 
appearance first assumed, and putting on the swaggering, independent 
air natural to a free-born soul who is dependent on every other man he 
meets, made bold to criticise in return. ‘lhe stranger was an English- 
man and a cockney. He had enormous rhombohedral feet. 1 viewed 
them with supercilious complacency, and made myself quite light-heart- 
ed by imagining that he had rolled up a large fortune by buying his 
shoe-blacking at wholesale. 

Just as I had settled these and a few other matters to his intense 
discredit, the stranger turned toward me again, and this time with a de- 
termination to speak, against which not even the natural reserve of a 
haughty and centripetal race could avail. I immediately put aside the 
foolish pique I had conceived, and, remembering that he had only 
yielded to the wise social rules necessary in the deau monde, and that, 
after all, he was a rich Englishman, I looked like ar urbane millionaire 
again, and lent my ear most graciously. 

“It’s ’ot,”? remarked the insulated Briton. 

“It is so,’’ I answered, instructively. 

“Summer is a ’ot season.” 

“Ves, it is. Yes, it isso. Summer is.” 

“ Hive just been reading that in some places it is always summer.” 

“Yes?” , 

“Yes; it’s always summer where the Arctic explorers freeze to 
death, always summer—summer near the pole. Aw, haw, aw haw, aw!”’ 

“Well,” I said, with the masterful philosophy of a millionaire: 
“ They may call it summer, but with the thermometer at forty below—” 

“ Hot!” he broke out impatiently, as if a man ought to understand 
everything at a blow: “it’s a joke,” 

“Oh, a joke!’ I cried hilariously: “Ha, ha! Let’s have it.”’ 

Being thus delicately mollified, he took up the paper, and pointed 
out the diagram so that it was but a moment before | saw the catch. 

“ You twig ?”’ he asked in ecstasy, and I made a semblance as of one 


who twigs. Then he punched me in the’ 


ribs with his thumb and fore-finger held 
in shape of a wedge, and cried: “Aw 
| haw, aw haw,” till the tears came. 
~~} | — “There is a good deal of dry wit 
| in jokes,” I said, finally. 
“ Aw, haw, you twig? Aw, 
haw—” 
“ And a joke is often 
more instructive than 
, the gravest history.”’ 
“Aw, haw, no 
doubt 
of it, 
but ’ow 















Aw, haw—” 
* Well, his- 
tory records 
nothing prior 
to 4,000 B.C., 
but your joke 
has lit up the 
past so that I 
, distinctly re- 
call the occurrence 
- of hearing it myself 


more than a million 
yee years ago.” 
“You do?” he said eagerly. 
“ I do !? 
He seemed pleased beyond measure, as if I had corroborated his 
own opinion. In the midst of “aw haws,”’ he managed to say: 
‘You don’t have such jokes in a new country. Your editors are 
only flippant; they are not yet mellowed into humor.” 


“Flippant is a very correct term.”’ 


N 





TW 


‘a 








NO IMPROVEMENT. 





Mrs. KELLy.— It’s ther chimney, sez I. It’s ther pipe, sez Mike. 
What will ther ould man say now, whin the new bit av pipe don’t betther it? 





* Don’t you think ?” 
‘Well, I know how to think. I think if you sent our editors this 
joke about its being always summer in the Arctic regions—summer near 
the pole—you would find them flippant for a fact—flipp’n ’t in the 
waste-basket.”” 
This was all the conversation I ever had with the man, 
WILLISTON FisH. 











RANDOM REMARKS. 





N@LIFE some men are born at the bottom of the ladder to work their 
way up. Others are born at the top to work their way down. The 
man on the way up experiences his greatest danger when he reaches the 
middle, and meets the other on the way down, This was written by the 
office-boy, whose great-grandmother washed Rochefoncauld’s shirts. 





SORROW AND MISERY are the coupons that are attached to every 
vagabond. But as a general thing they can never be cut off. Where 
is the joke? There is no joke. You must not expect a joke every time 
we dip our tailor’s goose-quill into the ink, Alcestis, because we are 
sometimes in a George Eliot mood, and this is one of the times. 





IT USED to be that when you dropped a piece of bread and butter, 
it always fell butter-side down. Now, it doesn’t. It falls oleomargarine 
side down. Time brings wondrous changes! 





Miss BrRappon’s latest novel is called “The One Thing Needful,” 
which makes it seem as though it might be the history of a gold mine. 





WE ake told that children recognize no justice in punishment. 
That is nothing. The Chicago Anarchists can’t see where the justice 
of their sentences come in, but justice with a 
great big “J” permeates it just the samee, 

It 1s said that red ants cannot exist near sul- 
phur. This should be a source of consolation 
to Indians whose parents’ sisters have departed. 





IT Is an outrage on confectioners to say that 
their butter-scotch is made of oily margarine. 





A CHICAGO MILKMAN was found dead on his 
wagon. Drowned, probably. 





MY MORNING swim is over, and the reason my foot I grab, 
And howl like a wild Comanche, is all on account of the crab. 
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A MADMAN’S STORY. to my wife, my appe- A DECLINE IN REAL ESTATE. 
tite returned, I gave sie en 
6 0 YOU notice anything rsd Py his health- mis PROPERTY 
striking about the | [00d from his bottle, FOR SALE 4 
expression of my and bought a patent » 46 ACRES™ 
7 eyes ?”? asked the man clothes- wringer from | ¢ errs somcerme me q 
by whom I had taken | 2” agent who came to | 4 rion 






a seat in the railway- 


The question 
startled me, and I 
looked into his dark, 
sunken, thrilling eyes 
without replying. 
The look of wild des- 
pair and _ hopeless- 
ness I saw there haunts 
me even to this very day. 

“ [am a madman and am traveling alone,” 
he said, after waiting a reasonable time for me 
to answer his question: “A few miles back, 
while passing from the next car to this, I hurled 
my keeper from the platform tothe dark and 
silent river we were crossing, and now I am 
free! free! free!’ 

I took up my gripsack and copy of Puck, 
with the purpose of moving to another seat, so 
that I might not crowd the polite and gentle- 
manly lunatic, but he put one hand on my 
shoulder and asked me to stay and hear his 
story. As he spoke more calmly, and seemed 
much less agitated than a moment before, I 
said I would stay. 

‘¢One short month ago,” he began, with a 
sigh that caused me to start and move away a 
little: ““I was a prosperous, contented young 
man —a light-hearted, cheery-faced young man. 
I conducted the humorous department on Zhe 
Morning Gourd, and | possessed a comfortable 
home, an affectionate wife and a twenty-pound 
boy, that everybody said was ‘ the very image of 
its pa.” What more could a man want to make 
him happy? 

“ But, just when nothing more seemed needed 
to crown my worldly joys, a man that I be- 
lieved to be my friend, a man that I had fa- 
vored in many ways, a man to whom I had 
never refused to lend my best umbrella, came 
to me with smiles on his face and devilment in 
his heart, and presented me with a stylographic 
pen. He envied me my position, my reputa- 
tion and my happiness, and he had planned in 
secret his villainous purpose of wrecking me 
with a two-dollar hard-rubber infernal ma- 
chine.” 

The’stranger was getting excited again, and 
I made another, effort to change my seat, but 
he detained me. 

“Excuse my agitation,’’ he resumed: “ And 
have no fear. I am dangerous only when I see 
a stylographic pen. But, to goon: My troubles 
began with the hour that infernal contrivance 
came in my hand. It spoiled my temper, it 
broke down my constitution, and it taught me 
to swear. It taught me oaths and combinations 
of oaths I had never heard or dreamed of be- 
fore. It pursued me like a Nemesis, it silvered 
my hair, it sunk these once fine eyes far back 
in their sockets, and finally, by drying up the 
wells of my humor, it lost me my place on Zhe 
Morning Gourd. Again and again I threw it 
away, but those who did not know the true na- 
ture of the contrivance, and did not see that it 
was hurrying me to the mad-house by lightning 
express, fetched it back to me and put it in my 
hand, 

“One day I threw it far out in the river, and 
a few hours later a boy fetched it to me and 
asked for a reward. My reason was then tot- 
tering on its throne, but the boy escaped. 
Then I threw it in the fire, and as it seemed to 
disappear among the glowing coals, the old- 
time look of gladness came back in my eyes, 
and again I seemed to be myself. For a whole 
day 1 was not heard to swear. I spoke civilly 





the door. ‘There was 
a wonderful change 
in me. 

“ But next morning, 
just as I was about to 
kiss my boy and set 
off to ask for my old 
place on Zhe Morn. 
ing Gourd, my wife, 
who knew not what 
she did, came to me 
with that same diabol- 
ical stylographic pen, 
which she had found 
in the ashes, and with 
all its parts and mad- 
dening qualities still 
intact. With a look 
that besought approv- 
al, she put it in my 
trembling fingers. 

That was the death- 
blow to my reason. 
Weak human nature 


wouldn’t take a cent less. 










STRANGER.—I don’t want to buy. 
LANDLORD.—Oh, I beg your pardon. 
man if I could get seventeen thousand dollars for that property, 


SATE OF CuLTiva Trion 
INBUIRE OF 
John, Biz = 
REAL FRtae eae 
— wer tot ; 
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} 


ye 





LANDLORD (¢o stranger).—The property is worth thirty-five thousand dollars. I 


I am only the tax assessor. 
I should consider myself a very fortunate 





could not longer stand 
the strain. 1 fled from my home and my wife, 
and the beautiful boy that the people said was my 
very image, and went in search of the villain who 
had dethroned my reason with a stylographic 
pen. Once I came in sight of him, but he fled. 
Again I was on his track, when I was hurled 
into a mad-house, But I climbed up the flue to 
the roof, and jumped to the ground and es- 
caped. On the road a small boy overtook me 
and handed me that stylographic pen, which I 
had dashed away as I left my home. Of course, 
I killed him on the spot; then, thirsting for 
more blood to calm my excitement, I rushed 
toward a neighboring orphan-asylum. Luckily 
for the orphans, my former keeper overtook me 
before I could begin the slaughter, and fetched 
me on this train. But now I am free once more, 
and i will not again be taken until I have found 
the villain who gave me that stylographic pen. 
They say he has gone to Central Africa, but I 
will follow him there, and when I catch him—” 
The madman had put his hand in his vest- 
pocket in an abstracted sort of way, and when 
he withdrew it, I saw that he clutched in his 
fingers a long, black stylographic pen. His look 
of surprise instantly changed to one of horror. 
Before he could detain me, I grabbed my trav- 
eling effects and jumped off. ‘The train had not 
reached my station by a few miles, but it was 
an accommodation train, and | was in a hurry 
to get home. Scott Way. 











CorDELIA — The inelegant expression, “ By 
Gum!” is not really profanity. It is not known 
where it originated, several purists disagreeing 
as to its origin. Some think it an expression 
peculiar to Vassar and other colleges for wo- 
men—vulgarly called female colleges—where 
the chewing-gum habit exists. Others claim 
it is a phrase used by postmasters to express 
their feelings on being obliged to lick all the 
stamps they sell and affix them to the envelopes. 
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A NOBLE WORK THAT WAS NEVER COMPLETED—A TALE OF GENIUS LABORING WITH DISADVANTAGES. 


[Depicted dy a. B, Frost.] 
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For a long time 
it has been the 
habit of our con- 
temporaries, from 
one end of the 
land to the other, 
to go over our car- 
toons carefully in the 
hope of finding mis- 
takes that would jus- 
tify them in con- 
demning us as be- 
ing densely igno- 
rant of things with 
which every one is 
~ supposed to be conversant. 
On various occasions we 
have been hauled over the 
coals by these lovers of the trivialities of cor- 
rectness. For instance, a blainiac contempo- 
rary, in looking over a cartoon that handled the 
Jingo statesman in a way that it didn’t relish, 
would sit up a couple of nights with a micro- 
scope, and perhaps discover a man in the back- 
ground with his watch in the right-hand pocket 
of his vest. On the following day, the blainiac 
paper tells its fifty dead-head and ten turnip- 
and-butter subscribers all about it. And the 
hayseeds, who sleep in their clothes six deep 
on corn-husks, laugh until they hurt themselves. 
‘Then we are sent a marked copy. 

We have been told, at various times, of hav- 
ing teams of horses in our cartoons without a 
pole between them. If we were to have two 
horses driven tandem, we should probably be 
told by some hayseed journalist to put on 
two pair of shafts the next time. 

Our anti-Cleveland friends were recently de- 
lighted because we had a picture of a corn- 
field with the corn growing on the tops of the 
stalks. ‘The Republicans, we notice, are afraid 
to let the corn come out on top just now, lest 
peradventure the Prohibitionists protest. But 
this, as the lawyers say, is irrelevant. When 
that picture appeared, we were told more about 
corn and corn-fields than we ever knew before. 
In fact, we felt mean to think that we were so 
deficient on such a subject; for had we known 
or even believed ourselves to be so ignorant of 
corn and its ethics, we should havé imagined 
that we knew as litile of all other things apper- 
taining to agriculture, and have applied for the 
editorship of some agricultural paper. 

We admit, with becoming pain and anguish, 
that we have frequently made errors in our pic- 
tures that were laughable and inexcusable; and 
perhaps we ought to feel grateful to the papers 
that were kind enough to call our attention to 
them. ’ 

But, at the same time, our kindly, fatherly 
contemporaries should not have stopped at such 
little deviations as a page of left-handed men, 
a steamboat without a wheel under the paddle- 
box, or a mill-wheel making many revolutions 
per minute against a swift-running stream. 
‘These peculiarities are no doubt very funny, 
and very likely created many a hearty laugh, to 
raise which is one of Puck’s missions. But if 
our contemporaries had been of a more scruti- 
nous disposition, they would have found lots 
more to amuse them, from the mud on their 
cowhide boots to the hayseed in their hair. 

‘They would have learned that we recently had 
a flock of crows on the front page with com- 
forters about their necks. Audubon is our orni- 
thological authority for saying that crows do 
not wear comforters, or hats either. We have 
had serpents branded “Chamberlain,” when 
any authority on D. 'T. could have told us that 
no such legend or word was ever seen on a rep- 
tile. We have had rocks marked “Tariff,” 
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and trees with ‘“‘ High License”’’ on the trunks. 
We have had trees, among whose foliage you 


contrary to nature, 


not up on nature, or they would never have let 
us off so lightly. ‘They would have told in 
bitter paragraphs, encircled in blue peucil- 
marks to make sure cf our seeing them, that 
ocean billows never had “ Danger” printed on 
them in such a way that the letters could not 
be washed out. And they would have told us 
that our cartoon showing a ship with bloody 
shirts for sails was all wrong, that no ship ever 
wore white shirts (any more than country editors 


them were highly imaginary and not to be found 
in nature. We wish these kindly papers would 
continue to show us the pictorial and typo- 
graphical errors of our way. People outside of 
journalism, like these buckwheat editors, know 


less people know exactly how children should 
be managed and brought up. Therefore we 
should like them to continue to point out our 
shortcomings to the world and to us, and 


vices thus rendered. 





IN THE DAIRY. 


THE SMART7-SMART WAITRESS. 
HE slings a napkin at your head, 
And kicks a chair in place, 
Then ambles to the order-slide 
With all unequalled grace, 
Returning with a plate of beans, 
Two fish-balls, and some hash, 
She dumps them down before you 
With an awe-inspiring crash ; 
And when you ’ve gathered breath enough 
To masticate the food, 
You see her sitting opposite 
A-flirting with a dude. 


‘THE UNKINDEST cut of | 
all is the one that just | 
clears the net, and doesn’t | 
bounce, so you can re- 
turn it. 


WHENEVER A NEw ENG- 
LANDER gets dyspepsia, he 
knows that his stomach is 
in apple-pie order. 

OwInG To the fact that 
no special statute has been 
passed forbidding it, Ouida 
is still grinding out novels. 








Wuart Is bolting-cloth ? 
Why, the fabric that is 
made up into clothing for 
States-prison officials. 
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WE ake told that wine 
is a mocker. We might 
also add, so is a parrot. 


THE WASHINGTON B. B. 
pitcher must be in a pretty 


bad box. 


‘THE BOOK-AGENT is gen- 
erally known by his trade- 
wind. 


*¢ Gracious me! 
ten pounds.”’ 
Every Russtan_ takes — 


could see Presidential candidates, which is all | 


We fear our fault-finding contemporaries are | 
do), and that the rocks with human faces on | 


just how a paper ought to be run, just as child- | 


to send us a bill, quarterly, for the valuable ser- | 


A 
ae i A, 
\: 
oe 
NY 
h} 





23 






*— ‘THe Sux now comes forward with an 
ms article headed: ‘* What Shall Be Done 
~ with the Apaches??? This proves con- 
clusively that the Apaches are more level-head- 
ed than the whites, simply because they have 
always known what to do with us; while we, 
it appears, even at this late day, are inquiring 
what shall we do with them, 


THERE IS a concern out in Detroit, Mich., 
| that makes a specialty of “ Head - Linings.” 
Lord Randolph Churchill, who is the Riddle- 
berger of English politics, should give the con- 
cern an order, 





THE Craig Wheat Gleaner Company, ac- 
| cording to our Esteemed Contemporary, the 
Northwestern Miller, guarantees its feeders. 
We wish Mr. Craig would start a restaurant 
in New York on the same basis, 

‘THE EaGLe Condensed Milk, Leonidas, may 
| be all you claim for it, but for our part, we 
| must admit that we prefer cow’s to eagle’s, 





HARRIGAN’S REPETI1ION couldn’t have hit 
the public when Investigation was more inter- 


| esting than at the present time. 





WHEN trains are delayed in the West on ac- 
| count of floods, the papers say that the back- 
bone of the drought is broken, 





QuaIL is now known asa game of chance 
in New Jersey; because the chances are that 
the sportsman finds none, 


| 


| ‘“‘ LET HER SLIDE”’ is the motto of the banana; 
but “ there’s no use of talking” is not the motto 
' of womankind. 


A LEHIGH CHESTNUT. 





I’m afraid I’ve got dropsy. I weigh three hundred and 








his tallow-dip occasion. | 
ally. 


«« Where did you weigh yourself ?” 
“Right there on your coal scales.” 
*+ That accounts for it; you weigh just about one hundred and seventy-eight.” 
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, THE CAMPAIGN 
ae, IN MAINE. 


Republican meeting 
at Passamaquoddy, 
Me., last evening, was 
addressed by an eminent 
orator from Augusta, He 
congratulated his fellow- 







Prohibition in Maine. 
“« There is,’? he said “some- 
thing so congenial to tem- 
ay ‘< perance in the climate of our 
State, that I have seen men 
who, in other parts of the 
country, would walk unblushingly into a bar- 
room, start directly for a drug-store the moment 
they touch the sacred soil of Maine. The Na- 
tional Republican Party, it is true, has not 
declared in favor of Prohibition; but, my 
friends, you must remember that the National 
Republican Party is very busy, and has not had 
time to give the subject proper attention as yet. 
The National Republican Party is still trying to 
find out why it lost the election of ’eighty-four, 
and some of its members, I regret to say, are so 
blind as to attribute the defeat to the selection 
of a candidate, a view which ought to be thor- 
oughly disproved by the nomination and elec- 
tion of the same candidate in eighteen hundred 
and eighty-eight. 

“The National Republican Party is also en- 
gaged in protecting the American laborer, and 
investigating the present depression of trade. 
‘rade began to be depressed, you know, about 
eighteen hundred and seventy-three—eleven 
years before the Democracy came into power, 
and, with slight intervals, it has been depressed 
ever since. If, therefore, the anticipation of the 
success of the Democracy could produce such 
an effect so long before the disaster came, is it 
not our duty to unite so thoroughly in favor of 
Protective principles, that the laborer will never 
again have cause to tremble? 

“T will say nothing of the sham civil-service 
reform of the Democracy; of the way in which 
Cleveland has filled up offices with political 
friends —why, gentlemen, there is not a Repub- 
lican in the Cabinet! I will say nothing of 
the administration of the national finances; of 
the fact that the national debt is not yet paid, 
although the Democrats have been over two 
years in power. I will pass over the heartless 
vetos of pensions to widows and orphans— 
some of whom, gentlemen, were widows and 
orphans before the war began. I will even give 
you a vacation, so far as the wrongs of our 
Southern colored brethren are concerned. 
(Applause.) 

* But there is a subject about which I can 
not be silent. When I think of our relations 
with Canada—if you will permit the expression 
~-it makes me tired. I don’t think the Secre- 
tary of State knows enough to last him over 
night. 


Canada might be, at least, partially right; and 


no doubt has been trying to settle this point | 


Such an idea could 


before going any further, 
In 


only occur to an unpatriotic Democrat. 
such a crisis as this, action is required, 
should have been declared at once, and an 
army should have marched on the Dominion 
without giving the enemy time for preparation. 

“We might have advanced en éche/on on 
Montreal, and selected ‘Toronto as a point 
@ appui (I caught on to these military expres- 
sions in ‘sixty-one, when my substitute came 
back). 
Liverpool and Glasgow, taken Malta and Cyprus 
without resistance, destroyed ‘Gibraltar, and 
abolished free-trade in England. 

“There would be contracts for guns and 
rifles, and munitions of war; food and clothing 


for the troops; men-of-war, commerce-destroy- | 





citizens on the success of 








He seems to have had an idea that | 


War | 


We might have bombarded London, | 
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ers and floating-bat- 
teries, till you couldn’t 
rest; and we would all 
get in on the ground- 
floor. 

“There would be 
bonds to be issued, 
which would give em- 
ployment to printers 
and lithographers, 
Every work-shop in 
the land would be 
busy. And, after the 
war, there would be 
more pensions than 
you could shake a 
stick at, and genera- 
tions of pension claim. 
ants yet unborn would 
bless our memory. 

“But, gentlemen, 
with the Democrats in 
power, these are 
dreains. Well said the 
poet: 


Al 
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“© ¢Of all sad words of 
tongue or pen, 
The saddest are these: 
4 »,>? 
‘It might have been, 


A \\N 


Ir 1s stated that a 
young woman recent- 
ly saved herself from 
drowning until she 
could be rescued, by 
filling her lungs with 
air and keeping her - 
mouth shut under water. 
woman’s ability to fill her lungs with air, but 





of tventy-four hours! 


{ fail to see how she could keep her mouth shut, 


unless they were perfectly empty. At the same 
time, we think a woman would do almost any- 
thing if she could keep her mouth shut when 
that is the chief requirement. 

THE PROHIBITIONISTS have nominated a spar- 
row for Congress in the 31st District of N. Y. 
The sparrow, to say the least, needs prohibiting 
more than anything else. PUCK ON WHEELS is 
for sale by all newsdealers. 


A TRIFLE TOO THRIFTY. 


There have been of late in various household 
and religious papers numerous articles on do- 


| mestic economy, purporting to be written by 


housekeepers, showing how table expenses can 
be regulated to small sums, which vary from 
five to ten dollars a week. Now, while it is 
doubtless true that American housewives have 
much to learn about economy, and while we 
accept without a murmur the story of the soups 
and dinners a French cook could concoct out 
of the waste from an American kitchen, we 
should like, before accepting these articles for 
a family guide, to get some statement from the 
husbands and families of these thrifty women. 
Though a dinner of beef-stew, the meat of which 
has already been boiled down for a soup, and 
of which there must enough remain to appear 
as hash for the next day’s breakfast, beets, let- 


tuce and bread, with a dessert of huckleberries | 


and milk, may be provided for a very moderate 
sum, how much comfort and nourishment can 
a workingman get from it? What will it profit 
a man to save the half of his earnings by such 
rigid economy, if the half so saved goes for a 
doctor’s diagnosis of a case of insufficient nutri- 


| tion? If the articles could be accompanied by 


portraits of the writer’s family, as taken before 
and after such a regimen, their practical value 
would be enhanced. 


THE 
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Ma. LOANSTINE (just home from his holiday in the mountains).- 
Rebecca, dot proke my heart to dink dot our estaeblishment vasn’t up dere in 
dem Ketskillss-—dem fellers vould hef r@eemed e fery ofergoat in der blace insite 


We dont doubt a! 








AUTUMN CHILL. 
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1 ceil you, 


A NEW EXPERIENCE. 
A WESTERN man, who was visiting the Insane 
Asylum on Ward’s Island, asked what 

| form a certain patie nt’ s malady took. 

“ He’s a suicide,” whispered the keeper. 

“Is that so?” said the visitor, very much in- 
terested: “I’ve seen plenty of murderers, but 
this is the first time I ever saw a man who had 


9 


committed suicide. 
DREAMING OF THEE. 


ww John, dear, you used to tell me be- 
fore we were married that you often 


| dreamed of me at night. 


Hussanp.— Huh! 

Wire, —And do you never dream of me now? 

Huspanp.— Dream of you? Why, of course 
Ido! Didn’t I jump clear out of bed last night ? 


COMING BACK. 


ARY plucks the golden-rod, 

And the aster too; 

And the wood-doves on the 
bough, 

Round her softly coo. 


. All the flowers that she 
picks, 
In these rosy nooks, 
She ’ll take home and 
put away 
In unwieldy books. 


Soon will pretty Mary leave 
For the city cool; 

And she’ll dream about the farm 
And the shady poo]— 


Where she passed the summer-time 
For five dollars a week, 

Then of festive Mt. Desert 
Will she often speak. 


Tell her friends that she was there, 
And Bar Harbor, too. 

That a real living count 
Sailed her on the blue. 


And her jealous friends will say, 
When they from her wing: 

‘¢ Mary’s just a real nasty 
Mean old stuck-up thing ” 
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PUCKERINGS. 


VERY ONE knows 
that the camel 
is not an over- 
courageous ani- 
mal, although al- 
most entirely 
back-bone. 





THE American 
Agriculturist for 
September _ tells 
1 ~—— us of the evil ef- 
fects of feeding 
poultry too much 
=== grain, We would 

“= = now like the dear 

old -4. A, to step 

up and tell us just what would happen in the 

event of poultry being fed too much against 
the grain, 









THE CuicaGo 77idbune tells us of a Pole out 
there one hundred and nine years old. We’ll 
wager it ’s a locust. 


Ir must bother Mr. Blaine fearfully, to know 
just what to do when asked to take a drink by 
a stranger, just now. 


“ ANOTHER MILLION LOCKED UP,” shouts 
our E, C., the Sum. All right, all right. But 
don’t give the combination away! 





FROM THE way Anarchists are bragging, one 
would naturally conclude there is no discount 
on them, But they will shortly get seven off if 
that will make them happy. 





A MAN HAVING had his throat cut while being 
shaved by a Providence barber, others who 
have patronized the same shop will be remind- 
ed of the close shaves they have had in the 
same place. ner a: 

‘THE LITTLE Delawarean being whaled by his 
teacher, can tell the osage-orange wand by the 
sensation produced, just as a blind negro can 
tell a watermelon by the laying on of hands, 
In the bright lexicon of that boy, there are no 
such words as mock osage-orange, 








PUCK’S CORRESPONDENCE. 


Our PHILADELPHIA LETTER. 


PHILADELPHIA, — mo., 1886. 
Shag y oes Friend Pucx.— 

I have, for some time, meditated the pro- 
priety of addressing thee a few lines of com- 
mendation and gratitude for the serious and 
valuable thoughts which | find embodied in thy 
columns. 

I have been restrained from so doing, how- 
ever, by an unfortunate tendency to levity, 
which I note in some of thy writings, as also 
by the unseemly gaudiness of thy pictures, 
Nevertheless, as I am not one to chide short- 
comings and pass over excellences in silence, I 
shall trust that the above observations may lead 
thee to a more serious manner of conversation, 
as it were, and shall desist from further fault- 
finding. 

Now, I have been much exercised, as to what 
manner of communication might be most ac- 
ceptable to thee. ‘Io be candid with thee, the 
foregoing portion of my letter hath been writ- 
ten these many days, but having progressed 
thus far, hath defied all efforts at its develop- 





ment, after the manner of the crockery-egg, 
whereon the fowl sitteth persistently, but with- 
out avail. 

But at length there is opened to me an ave- 
nue of escape from my predicament, for, in 
perusing a New York newspaper which I bor- 
rowed from a friend, 1 happened upon some 
scurrilous and unkind comments touching the 
slowness and want of enterprise, which, it 
claimed, are characteristic of my beloved fel- 
low-townsmen, 

Ah, friend Puck! the individual who writes 
thus is sadly misinformed—1 shall say nothing 
worse of him. 

It may be—the paper which hath thus aroused 
my indignation being several months old—that 
this scandalous report hath already been refuted, 
but as our town busyeth itself but little with the 
affairs of its neighbors, and readeth but little 
literature aside from its own great journals, it 
is but likely that so sad a misstatement goeth 
even yet unreproved. 

It is, then, with a sense of fitness, and in the 
performance of an almost sacred duty, that I 
devote this brief epistle to the vindication of 
my native town. Should thee find my writing 
worthy of thy paper, I trust thee will remit its 
value in a bank draft. Kindly forbear sending 
a check, as our great financial institutions here 
may, perchance, charge one-eighth per centum 
exchange thereupon. 

I well know, friend Puck, that thou art in- 
clined toward brevity, whilst mine own lean- 
ing is more toward candor. I must then ask 


-thy pardon while I again confess that my com- 


munication to thee hath once more fallen asleep 
over itself. It is indeed fortunate that fore- 
sight impelled me to leave blank the date of 
my letter. Should I, having completed my 
task, omit the insertion of month and day, thee 
wiil kindly forgive the fault. 

As for this last period of hibernation which 
my letter hath experienced, it 
hath resulted from a continuous 
and determined effort upon my 
part to call to mind some sig- 
nal and undeniable illustration 
and evidence of the progressive 
spirit of my townsmen. 

Much to my regret, and doubt- 
less to thy great disappoint- 
ment, there hath not yet oc- 
curred to me just such an ex- 
ample as I would wish to em- 
ploy in the discussion of so 
momentous a question. I doubt 
not that there are many, many 
evidences to be found in the 
daily history of those about me, 
that would, could 1 only call 
them to mind, convert thy read- 
ers at once to a sound, sensible 
and just estimate of Philadel- 
phians. But since I cannot, at 
this moment, recount any such, 
I must, perforce, ask them to 
take my word for it. 

It is with great regret that 1 
am compelled to bring my re- 
marks to a close, in this, to both 
thee and me, unexpected man- 
ner. I should gladly devote still 
further thought to the matter, 
but I have already found so | 
many things to tell theethat my | 
letter groweth lengthy. More- | 
over, I shall be much occupied | 
throughout the ensuing month | 
in cutting coupons, and shall 
have but slight opportunity to 
further the welfare of our town. 

Therefore, farewell. 





Thy friend, 









The translation of Flaubert’s 
*¢ Salammbo ” is what might have been 
expected from a person who puts ** Eng- 
lished” on the title page in place of 
translated. It is bad, that is, it is clumsy, 

lacking the incisiveness and frequent brilliancy of the 
original, and weakened by repetitions and the use of 
words which are simply flat. In the preface, Mr. Ed- 
ward King labors to exalt Flaubert, and show his differ- 
ence from and superiority to that pathological reporter, 
Zola. But they are alike in descriptive ability, and in 


| the fact that the moving impulse in their novels is naked 


sexual passion. ‘* Salammbo’’ is a tale of ancient Car- 
thage, of a revolt of mercenaries, the lust of their leader 
for Salammbo, the daughter of Hamilcar, her half-vre- 
sponsive longings, the final defeat of the mercenaries by 
Hanulcar, the horribie death of their chief, and the death, 
fro sympathy, it might be said, if sympathy were known 
in that bloody age, of Salammbo. It is not enough to say 
that the pages of the book fairly reek with bloodshed. 
They are fetid with decaying corpses. No touch of nasti- 
ness is spared the reader. The archeological details may 
be exact and valuable, but Ebers and others have given 
us accurate archzeological novels which don’t compel the 
reader to hold his nose. Hamilcar is an imposing figure, 
from the magnificent setting in which he appears, rather 
than from his human interest, as Mr. King would have 
us think. This is a book of beasts, and not of men and 
women, as was ‘**Madame Bovary,” despite its unre- 
lieved grossness. Very likely, the ancient Carthaginians 
were beasts, but there is no reason why their bestiality 
should be spread before the reading public of the Nine- 
teenth Century. There are brilliant pictures in the work, 
but few are untainted by bloodshed and corruption. ‘The 
time and place gave Flaubert a chance for even more 
license than usually characterizes the French fiction of 
the hospitals and morgue. M. French Sheldon has 
translated the book, and Messrs. Saxon & Co., of London 
and New York, are the publishers. 

Messrs. Henry Holt & Co. publish ** The Children of 
the Earth,’’ by Agnes R. MacFarlane, a strong story for 
one inexperienced in novel-writing. Regulation novel 
readers are warned that the hero is a prig, and especially 
that the story ends unhappily. 

Hawley Smart has just turned out a novel called: 
«* Hard to Beat.” If it were called ** Easy to Beat,” we 
should say it was a Metropolitan base-ball novel. 





THE SEX IN BUSINESS. 





MERCHANT.—Oh, Mrs. Tipriter, excuse me, but where is that 
item I requested you to charge against Johnson & Co,? 

Lapy BooOKKEEPER.—Why, you see, sir, there wasn’t any more 
room on their page of the ledger, so I had to put it on the next page. 
Wasn't that right? (Anxious/y, but coguettishly)— Don't tell me I've 
made another error! 

MERCHANT (/oudly).—Why, you— (Sweetly)—Not quite right; 
you see ¢his page is headed Robinson & Forbes, and— 
out of ear-shot, where his language becomes unfit for publication.) 


( Retires 


And yet they say lady employees have such a soothing and refin- 


EPHRAIM CHEW. 


ing influence in an office. 
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INDUSTRIAL DEPRESSION. 


BurGLars.—Here we have worked hard on four 
houses, and can’t get enough out of them to pay our 


way back to the city. 





DAZZELL’S DIME-MUSEUM. 


Cy of the “outside shows’? accompanying 

a circus, which exhibited in a rural town 
the other day, bore the following inscription, 
in letters of a somewhat crazy-quilt pattern: 


DazzeEL_’s CoLossAL DiME-MusEuM ! 
The Greatest on Earth. 

These words surmounted various figures, in- 
tended to convey an idea of the marvelous 
curiosities on exhibition inside. On a rickety 
chair at the entrance, stood a man wearing a 
flaming red neck-tie, plaid pantaloons, velvet 
coat, a huge seal-ring, and an overgrown fob- 
chain. He was expatiating on the merits of his 
show, and using the most persuasive language 
at his command to entice the dimes from the 
pockets of a gaping crowd. In the words of 
the newspaper reporters, his remarks were “in 
substance as follows:” 

“ Step right this way, ladies and gentlemen, 
children and colored brethren, and feast your 
eyes on the grandest collection of wonderful 
curiosities in the known world, gleaned from 
the four corners of the earth, at an expense that 
would exhaust the coffers of the Vanderbilts 
and impoverish the Rothschilds—and the price 
of admission is only one dime, children and 
colored brethren ten cents. Among the curi- 
osities we have inside, is a sentence from a 
speech delivered by the Hon. Wm. M. Evarts— 
the shortest sentence he ever uttered, being only 
two feet in length, and containing words of less 
than six syllables, Walk right in and view the 
vara avis. You will also find a newspaper 
editor, who once wrote an article on the open- 
ing of the trout-fishing season, without once 
lugging in the phrase: ‘speckled beauties’—a 
feat never before accomplished—a truly phe- 
nomenal specimen, warranted genuine; and it 
only costs one dime to see all these wonders— 
including a sewing-machine that didn’t take 
the first prize at the Centennial Exhibition— 
the only one in the world—and the only piano 
never endorsed by the leading American and 
imported prime donne as the best manufactured. 
Pass right in, ladies, gentlemen, children and 
servants, without regard to sex, color, or pre- 
vious condition of servitude, and behold the 








—(Boy, this dime is bogus. Git!)—and behold 
the greatest curiosity ever exhibited—the red- 
headed, freckle-faced, uncultured wife of a rural 
Congressman —the only one of this description 
who did not become one of the most beautiful 
and accomplished ladies in Washington society 
within a week after her arrival at the national 
capital with her husband, and the admission is 
the beggarly pit—(Boys, if you don’t stop 
blocking up the passage-way, I’1ll drive some of 
you through the earth into China!)—beggarly 
pittance of one dime to see all this syndicate 
of monumental wonders of the world, both 
animate and inanimate—each of which sur- 
passes the seven wonders of the world in the 
paralyzing amazingness of its phenomenal mar- 
velousness—not the least of which is the at- 
tractive young lady who, instead of emitting a 
shriek loud enough to be heard in the next 
township, when she saw a mouse enter her bed- 
room, actually seized her brother’s base-ball 
bat and spattered the monster’s gore over the 
snowy coverlet of her virtuous couch. (A voice 
—‘Is she a mute?’) No, my friend with the 
peachblow nasal protuberance; her vocal pow- 
ers put to shame the steam fog-whistle when 
she sits at the piano and warbles a selection 
from the Milesian opera of ‘The Mikado’— 
and to see this interesting and wonderful crea- 
ture will only cost you the price of two beers. 
Delays are dangerous—pass right.in. We also 
have on exhibition the only man on this mun- 
dane sphere who admits that his wife excels his 
mother in her achievements in the culinary art 
—worth double the price of admission. Walk 
right in and—(Here, you sable son of the late 
Mr. Ham! walk right out. Don’t try to swin- 
dle your friend. There are only nine cents 
here, and it takes one dime to see this aggre- 
gation of world-famous curiosities in all their 
stupendous and mystifying grandeur). Here we 
have the only centenarian who is not addicted 
to the practice of sawing a ten-acre field or 
plowing a cord of wood every morning before 
breakfast for exercise. And I also wish to di- 
rect your attention to the live specimen of the 
noble red-man, who was captured by a youthful 
dime-novel reader who went West, armed only 
with a single-barrelled pistol, a pack of cards, 
and a dozen cigarettes, toexterminate poor Lo! 
the Indian. The untutored child of the forest 
wears at his belt the scalp of his youthful cap- 
tor—not necessarily for ostentatious show, but 
as a guarantee of good faith that the boy got 
there. Most dime-novel readers, my young 
friends, when they start out to decimate the 
Indian population, save their scalps by retracing 
their steps when they get a mile or two from 
home. ‘he boy who captured the savage we 
have on exhibition, failed to take this precau- 
tion—and the price of admission, as I may 
have neglected to remark, is only one dime. 
Don’t linger on the outside—(forty for four; 
that ’s correct)—but pass right in and view this 
grand conglomeration of rare and instructive 
curiosities—which includes a Chicago young 
woman who, without equivocation, exaggera- 
tion, hallucination ,or corroboration, wears a 
shoe only nine inches long, and is justly re- 
garded as a bewildering freak of nature. And 
then we have, more wonderful still, a trout 
which has puzzled agnostics, scientists, pessi- 
mists, optimists, philanthropists, theophists, and 
all other ‘ists,’ because of the incontrovertible 
fact that it weighed just as much when it was 
pulled from its native element as it did a few 
hours later, when its captor related his fishing 
exploits to his friends, down at the corner- 
grocery—and the price of ad se 

At this point the thread of his discourse was 
abruptly severed by one of the legs of his chair 
giving way, and before he had recovered his 
equilibrium, five small boys had rushed into his 
show, without money and without price. 


J. H.W. 











NEW PUBLICATIONS. 








NEW NOVELS. 


LOVE AND LUCK. The Story of a Summer’s 
Loitering on the Great South Bay. By Roserr BarnweLi 
Roosevett, Author of ‘‘ Five Acres Too Much,”’ etc. 16mo, 
ornamental cover, $1.00. 


We 9 such a yachting story as Mr. Roosevelt has written was 

needed to bring novelty and freshness into the season’s books, . . , 

Two love plots are delicio sly interwoven in lively narrative, 

Nothing co: pa able to it in the reproduction of yachting pleasures 

has appeared for some time.’’—Boston Globe. 

II. 

EAST ANGELS. A Novel. By CONSTANCE 
Fenimore Woo tson, Author of ‘‘Anne,” ‘ For the Major,” 
etc. pp. 592. 16mo, Extra Cloth, $1.25. 

“The strongest and most masterly work of fiction of the 
year. - Nothing could be more encouraging for American I: tters 
than the union of so much skill, so much charm, and so much 
polish with strength of the highest hind.”—M. V. Commercial 
Advertiser. 


It 
KING ARTHUR. NOT A LOVE STORY. 


By the Author of “ John Halifax, Gentleman,” etc. pp. 2:6. 
12mo, Cloth, go cts. (Uniform with the © Libr: ary Edition of 
Miss "Mulock’s Works.”’) 


Tt is fuli of healthy pathos, and is vigorous with the force of 
strong situations depicted by an able hand. ‘lhe character of 
Mrs. Trev na is exquisitely portrayed, and is full of subtle touches 
such as few authors are capable of. The novel is one which should 
be on every list of books for summer reading.’’— Courter, Boston. 


IV. 

A VICTORIOUS DEFEAT. A Novel. By WoL- 
cotr Barestigr. Illustrated by Alfred Brennan. pp. 354. 
16mo, Extra Cloth, $1.00. 

‘The strange, formal, but pure and innocent, existence and 
customs of the Moravians not only furnish —_ for the tale, 
but an original and fascinating setting. A fine, clear, high 
= breathes through the story. Constance is a charming 

aracter, full oftrue womanly tenderness and self-renunciation, 
and Owen March is worthy of her. ‘The book shows keen obser- 
vation and shrewd analysis, and must be pronounced a con- 
scientious, strong and creditable piece of work.” —W, Y. Tribune. 


7 

BARBARA’S VAGARIES. A Novel. By Mary 

= ‘TIDBALL. pp. 178. Post 8vo, Ornamental Cloth, 

1 00 

“A pleasant summer story, where Birbara, a North Carolina 
girl of native force and great beauty, but unschooled in the ways 
of courts and cities, appears on the social scene, and is finely 
contrasted with another type—a girl who is the “flower of civi- 
lization. A very refined, pure, and delightful story is ‘ barbara’s 
Vagaries.’’’— Boston Traveller. 


HARPERS HANDY SERIES. 


LATEST ISSUES: CTs. 
92. THE LONG LANE. By Edith Coxon ............+.+. 25 
gt. A WICKED GIRL. By Mary Cecil Hay ............ 25 
go. OUR RADICALS. By the late Col. F ied Shain aby, Au- 
vee OE grec ore tre ee 25 
89. A PLAYWRIGHT’S DAUGHTER. By Mrs. Annie 
insti) etis duce wkaedbadswarrealbewie eee ncen esther 25 
8. BAD TO BEAT. By Hawley Smart......cccccccoesecs 25 
87. KATHARINE BLYTHE. By Katharine Lee......... 25 
86. THE FALL OF ASGARD. by ulian Corbett........ 25 
85. THE OPEN AIR. By Richard INI ii c:eccuniindtiarerens 25 
84. A DAUGHTER OF THE GODS. By Ju ane Sti tal - 25 
83. ALTON LOCKE. By,Charles Kingsley.. eee 25 
82 EFFIE OGILVIE. By Mrs. Oliphant...........c000+- 25 
81. CYNIC FORTUNE. By D. Christie Murray......... 25 


HARPER’S FRANKLIN 
SQUARE LIBRARY. 


LATEST ISSUES: cTs, 
541. St. Briavels. By Mary Deane.............. sees 
540. The Court of France. By Lady Jackson. 
539. ‘lwo Pinches of Snuff. By William Westz al 
538. The,One Thing Needful. By Miss M. E, br: addon. 
537- ‘The Chilcotes. by Leslie Keith..... 20 
530. Keep my Secret, By G. M, Robins 
535. Lke Lucifer. By Denzil Vane peewee 
534. Pomegranate Seed.. ot ecceccece 
521a. War and Peace. Part lil. “By Count Lé 
533- AFaire Damzell. By Esmé Stuart .. 
532. Buriei Diamonds. By S:rah Tytler 
+31. The Heir ofthe Ages. By Jas. Pain. 
Published by HARPER & BROTHERS, New York. 


The above works are for sale by all booksellers, or will be sent 
éy Harper & Brotuers, fostpaid, to any part of the United 
States and Canada, on receipt of the price. 

HarPER’S CATALOGUE sent on receipt of Ten Cents postage. 
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VOLUME XIX. OF PUCK 


vas completed with No. 494. It contains 416 pages and 
579 illustrations, viz. : 

26 double-page illuminated cartoons, 

52 single-page “6 “ 

501 illustrations in black aud white. 
Contributions by the best humorous writers in the country. 
Price, unbound, with title-page and index $2.50 
Bound in cloth « 7 3-75 
Half morocco - sg « «64 

Unbound copies of Volume XIX., if i” good condition, 
will be exchanged for bound copies. 
In cloth, with title-page and index, for $1.25 
Half morocco, “e “6 86. - 2:00 
(Postage on bound volumes, 50 cents.) 
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Now that the circus has gone, and the ex- 
citement has ceased, people are beginning to 
act natural again. It is strange how a circus 
will upset a town. ‘Thirty or forty years ago, 
people were heard to remark, on coming out of 
a circus: “ Well, when you catch me going to 
a place like this again you'll know it.” Every 
year since the first show started on the road 
that same remark has been made, but those 
people are always the very first at the main en- 
trance when the next one pitches its tents, 
There is something about it that seems to draw 
the masses, no matter how many times they 
have seen the same before. There is something 
strange about the clown, too. Let him get off 
a new joke or gag, and nobody applauds or 
laughs, but let him spring one of his old back 
number chestnuts on the multitude, and the ap- 
plause is deafening. ‘The Humane Society must 
have been out of town this time, or they cer- 
tainly would have made a fuss with the circus, 
for allowing the dead Jumbo to stand in plain 
sight of the bereaved widow, and thus con- 
stantiy remind her of her sorrow, but such is 
life. —Peck’s Sun, 

Texas has a new game of cards; one holds 
the revolver, the other the cards. ‘he Coroner 
holds the inquest.—Christian at Work, 


THE CELEBRATED 


LAT Os 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 


WAREROOMS: 
149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 


_ CHICAGO. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLES 
AND TRICYCLES. 


Many Improvements. 
Catalogue Sent Free. 


THE POPE MFG. CO., 
597 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. 
BRANCH HOUSES: } 12 WarrEN Strzet, New York. 








115 WanasH Avenug, CHICcAGo. 


BEFORE YOU BUY A BICYCLE 


Of any kind, send stam’ CUM 
Dayton, Ghio, for ad Micstate Price 
w_and SECOND-HAND MACHINES. 
Second-hand BICYCLES taken in exchange. 
BICYCLES Repaired and Nickel Plated. 


PEARLS *. MOUTH. 
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BEAUTY AND FRAGRAN CE 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT. 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy and 
the breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is re- 
garded as an indispensable adjunct of the toilet. It 
thoroughly removes tartar from the teeth without injuring 
the enamel. 
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Doctor Andrew 
Wilson, Lecturer 
on Health under 
the Combe Trust, 
Lecturer on Phy- 

siology, Edin- 
burgh, etc., has 
written concern- 
ing the use of 
soaps : 

“I would strong- 
ly advise all who 
care for their 
skin to eschew 
the use of the 
common yellow 
soap, which, with 
itsexcess of alkali, 
simply roughens 
and injures the 
skin. I would say, 
never buy those 
odoriferous abom- 
inations sold un- 
der the names of 
scented or fancy 
soaps, loaded 
with coloring 
matters, andreek- 
ing with Lad oils ; 
they possess nei- 
ther cleansing nor 
emollient proper- 
ties, and they are 
frequently the 
causes of skin 
eruptions. But as 
a satisfactory and 
scientifically pre- 
pared article, I 
would certainly 
advise you to buy 














SOAPMAKERS BY SEALED APPOINTMENT 
To HRH.the PRINCE of WALES, 


The care of the skin is a matter of great importance, and the 
necessity for frequently and thoroughly cleansing it is absolute. 





and use Pears’ 
Soap. Not mere- 
ly from personal 
use can | recom- 
mend this Soap, 
but I am_ well 
content to shelter 
myself under the 
names and au- 
thority of Sir 
Erasmus Wilson, 
President of the 
Royal College of 
Surgeons, and of 
Dr. Stevenson 
MacAdam, Pro- 
fessors Redwood 
and Attfield, and 
of other well- 
known physicians 
and chemists, who 
declare that 
Pears’ Soap con- 
tains no coloring 
matter whatever, 
and that it is a 
pure soap, well 
calculated to 
cleanse and puri- 
fy the skin, It 
contains little or 
no water, and in 
this respect differs 
from all other 
soaps; hence, a 
cake of Pears’ is 
really a soap in 
toto, and not so 
much oil, alkali, 
and coloring mat- 
ter plus a mass of 
water,” 











Cases of irritable skins which a tribe of soaps have failed to allay, have disappeared 
WSS wnder the use of Pears’ Soap; and for Shaving, and the delicate skin of Infancy, as well 
as for universal Toilet use, no better nor more soothing soap can be found.—Seld Everywhere. 








A TRAVELER over a country road in Ohio had 
his attention drawn to the fact that about every 
third farmer on the route was reshingling his 
barn, and in his innocence he remarked to the 
driver of the riz: 

“It is probably because shingles are so 
cheap?” 

“Not exactly,”’ was the reply: “ ‘The county 
voted $6,000 to build a poor-house, and these 
barns all belong to the supervisors.” 


“ But, I—I don’t see the connection,” per- 
sisted the traveler. 
“Oh! there isn’t any. We’ve been trying 


for the last five years to find the connection, 
but we can’t do it. If we could, we’d bounce 
the whole gang.”— Wali Si. Mws. 





A bottle of Angostura Bitters to Ansar 4 your 
lemonade or any other cold drink with, w'll keep you ‘free 
from Dyspepsia, Colic, Diarrhoea and all diseases origin- 
ating from the digestive organs. Be sure to get the 
genuine Angostura, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. 
Siegert & Sons. 





“TONY” FAUST’S 


Oyster House, Restaurant, 

Southern Terrace and 
Fulton Market 

are the most attractive resorts of 


ST. LOUIS. 


Prominent Men and Dis- 
tinguished Travelers from all 
P= parts of the World may al- 
= ways be met here. 704 













HOT WEATHER SUITINGS 
FOR THE 
SEASIDE OR COUNTRY. 
WHITE and COLORED FLANNELS, SERGES, 


DRAP DETES, HOMESPUN and 
SCOTCH TWEEDS. 


The Product of Foreign and Domestic 





Mills. 


$20.00 
5 oo 


SUITS to measure fire Rv cccocndbesestasone 
TROUSERS “ 


He Souler: 


Nos. 145,147, 149 Bowery, 
and 
Tat Broadway, Cor, Ninth Street. 
Samples and Self Measurement Rules sent on request; 
also Estimates for Liveries and Uniforms promptly 
furnished. 





Send one, two, three or five doliars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure, Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Address C. Fa9ye NTNER, Conte eatene. 
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i they are 
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bring 
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WARNING. 
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In Such cases no 


medicine is equal to 
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ne Fis SHIP ” the natives 
OR 
PERRY DAVIS Faaony, AER 


MEDICINE of th em ODS, 


peccuse itis so wonderfut i in tts 
cures ... Jt should be in every 
house..-Itis.invaluable for 
CHOLERA MORBUS Diarrhoea 
senkery and all Bowel 
Car plain's:, = Son. Prop 
ferryy pov ‘Providence, Rel 





“Sulphur Soap"’ secured by Letters Patent. 





Sulphur Spal 


Ladies who for Years have depended on powders 
and cosmetics for giving them artificial complexions, 
now find that GLENN’S SULPHUR SOAP 


supplies them with pearly sKin and rosy cheeks, 





Hill's Hair and Whisker Dye, Black or Brown, 5Oc. 





| 





PROF. LE CLERQUE’S 


Is the ONLY reliable pre: tion now 
offered to the public; 
beautiful m e, beard, or hair on th 
baldest head [to grow | thick and heavy or Alter. 
money chJerfully we offer our $r 
size, for 90 days. for goc. LEW. H. "ANDERSON, Chicago. go2 











Numbers 9, 10, 26, 76, 140, 154, 163 and 418 of the | 
English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents per | 
copy. 


In mailing please roll lengthwise. 








A TALE OF A NEEDLE. 
|Mrs. AMANDA Brown, of Atlanta, ran a needle into 
her thumb twenty-eight years ago, and last week it came 
out just under her ear,—Georgia paper.] 


Once upon a luckless night 
Lay a needle, sharp and bright, 
Waiting for some barefoot wight. 


Came a babe all clothed for bed; 
Came with slow, uncertain tread, 
By the hand of mamma led. 


“Ow” and “wow” the infant cried; 
«Gracious me!” the mamma sighed 
As she saw the crimson tide. 


Yet, though peal was piled on peal, 
Mamma could not, find the steel; 
Which the baby secmed to feel. 


Long that needle traveled through 
Baby’s system, yet she grew 
Same as other babies do, 


Years in quick succession fly; 
Baby weds and by and by 
Other babies prattle nigh. 


Centuries in silence flow— 
Centuries a score or so, 
Generations come and go, 


Through them all this needle ran, 
Now just let some Georgia man 
Beat this whopper if he can, 
— Chicago News. 

Firry generals, colonels and majors got to- 
gether at San Antonio the other day, and re- 
solved that if this government didn’t go to war 
with Mexico, their American patriotism was as 
dead as a door-nail, 

“You bet!’ shouted a voice from the back 
end of the hall. “Gentlemen, I’m a manufac- | 
turer of sutler’s wagons; after this meeting ad- 
journs, I’ like the crowd to come over and see 
a specimen vehicle which [ have on exhibi- 
tion,”” 

The crowd went, and he received exactly 
fifty orders, contingent on war breaking out.— 
Wall St. News. 

Fractious FRuiTeReRs — ‘The Belfast Or- 
angemen.— Boston Commercial Bulletin, 


The popular one-day excursion ons season will be a 
trip to West Point on the ‘* Mary Powell” or Day Line 
Steamer, returning by West Shore Railroad, whose 
stations are adjacent to landings. This trip can be re- 
versed by taking West Shore Railroad to West Point, 
returning by steamer. 697 
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America’s Favorite 
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CHOLERA INFANTUM 


Prevented, Controlled, and Cured by 


~ Lactated Food 


It has been successful in hundreds of cases where other pre- 
pared foods failed 
FOR NEW-BORN INFANTS. 
Tt may be used with confidence, as a safe and complete sub- 
| stitu’e for mother’s milk, 


It is a Perfect Nutrient for INVALIDS. 


The most NOURISHING and ECONOMICAL of Foods. 


150 MEALS for an Infant for $1.00 
Easily prepared. Sold by Druggists—2gc., 50c., $1. 
: => on Sa pamphlet on ‘The Nutrition of Infants and 
nvalids, 





* free on application, 
Weis, Ricuarpson & Co., 


Burlington, Vt. 
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BITTERS. 


xeellent anpetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
i cot tae mopelne D iar hea Fever and Ague, and all 
disorders of the Dieeeticeteguns. a A few drops impart» delicious tavor 
to a glass ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, and 
beware of counterfeits, Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. Bb. SIEGERT & SUNS. 

J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT, 


de BROADWAY, dl zy, 


Pros spect Br ewery, 


Cor, Eleventh and Oxford Streets, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
Ine highly Celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Export in Barrels as 
well as in Bottles. Its keeping qualities are unsurpassed. We 
also recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


and cheapest Extract of Malt in 





as the purest, most wholesome, 


existence, 
55 West 23rd Street. 


DEN MUSEE. Reéngagement of the 


| HUNGARIAN GYPSY BAND Daily two Grand Con- 


certs. Admission, 50 cents. Sunday admission, 25 cents, 
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TRAVELERS 


Or those wiv shave at home ar 
WILLIAMS’ SHAVING STICK. 


An exquisite Soap, producing a rich, 
lather that will not dry on the face while 
shaving. Delicately perfumed with Attar of 
Roses. Each sti: k enclosed in a turned wood 
case, coverea with leatherette. 
OBTAIN IT OF YOUR DRUGGIST, 
OR SEND 25 CENTS IN STAMPS TO 


The J. B. WILLIAMS CO., 


GLASTONBURY, CONN., 





and other celebrated shaving soaps 


Yankee” 


Sickening Offsprings. — 


Sour J ructations of the Sto. 

ach, bad taste in the Mouth, Bilious Attacks, Palpita- 
tion of the Heart, Pain in the region of the Kidneys, 
Forebodings of E.il, are the offsprings of a torpid Liver. 


Headache, Dizziness, 


For these complaints, Dr. Tutt’s J iver Pills have no 
equa!. A single dose will convince anyone. 
A New Orleans Report. 
G. «. Pickett says: ** My habit has been co tive all my 
life. Have used a great many remedies, but never 
found any that could compare with Tutt’s Pills. ! be- 
liev : they will cure any case of chronic constipation. | 


commend them to all who are troubled with this dread- 
fl aMfliction.”’ 


Tutt’s Liver Pills 
REGULATE THE BOWELS, 
44 Murray St., N. Y. 


D. LANCELL’S 
ASTHMA 


CATARRH REMEDY 


SOLD BY ALL a 
denth wi rs between life and 
| deat ie J n ASTHMA or PHTHI. 
1810, ¢ ted by eminent physicians 
receiving no benefit, was com- 
ial Cores S the last Sy ears of illness 
| pelle ona chair day and night gasp. 
‘Ming for breath. Sufferings were be- 
hae ca yond description. In despair experi- 
mented on myself by compounding 1 oots and herbs and 
inhaling the medicine thus obtained. I fortunatel: 
covere rful Cure for Asthma and Ca arrh 
wa_ranted to relieve the most stubborn case of ASTHMA 
in Five Minutes, so that the patient can lie down to rest 
and sleep comfortably. Sufferersfrom Asthma, Catarrh, 
Hay vim and all kindred diseasessend for free trial pkg. 
ME O., Wooster, Ohio. 
‘ALBERT IMGARD, Eastern Manager, 


866 Sixth Ave., New York City. 
¥F v LL SIZE BCX LY MAIL, #1.00. 


PERLE D’OR 


CHAMPAGNE. 
DRY AND EXTRA DRY. 


178 Duane Street, New YORK. 


3 OKER’S BITTERS 
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The Oldest and Best of All 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quart; and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 











DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and 7th Aves., N. ¥. 


A. WEIDMANN. 


No. 306 Broadway, Corner Duane Street, New York. 
Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


Masks, Gold ard Silver Trimmings, Spangles and 
4 Material for Costumes, etc. 


Manufacturer of Meer- 
Wirt Prine Medal, C. WEIS, ir Pipes, Smokers’ 
A Vienna, Articles, etc., wholesale and retail. Re- 
1878. pairing done. C rcular free. 
399 Broadway, New York. 

Factories, 69 Walker St., and Vienna. 

Raw meerschaum and amber for sale. 
Please mention Puck. 











Ul 





~ Numbers 9, 10, 26, 76, 140, 154, 163 and 418 of the 
English Puck will be bought at this office at ro cents 
In mailing please roll lengthwise. 


per copy. 


mil ! 


siavi ed totry 


Manufacturers for 50 years of “Genuine | 


THE RAISON D’ETRE. 


THE same old sea and the same old sky; 
The same old vessels sailing by; 

The same old farmer raking the sand; 
The same old fisherman rowing to land; 
The same old lane and the same old mud; 
The same old cow and the same old cud; 
The same old toad and the same old tree; 
The same old terrier barking at me. 


The same piazza, dusty and bare; 

The same old woman taking the air, 

With the endless stories of long ago, 

Of the same old ball and the same old beau; 
The same old dresses, ugly as sin; 

The same old rush when the mail comes in; 
The same old fools and the same wise men; 
The same old pigs in the same old pen. 


Old gobblers, old men, old work, old play; 
The same old night and the same old day; 
The same old fog to straighten the hair, 
Antiquity’s chestnut everywhere. 

And it’s eat and drink and sketch and sew 
And dress—for whom, I’d like to know ? 

For strata and fossils, and hens and geese, 
And they call this health, and rest and peace. 


Oh, bother such rest and health, say I; 

I’d rather be ill—perchance to die— 

Than live in the days before the flood, 

An antique clam in historic mud, 

But this 1’1] add—tho’ ‘twill prove me bold— 

One nice young man would atone for the old, 

And take the mildew from land and sea. 

And I guess that’s what's the matter with me. 
ELEANOR KIRK. 


Two boys who found a large boulder on the 
railroad track, tore off their red flannel-shirts, 


| and signaled the coming train, thereby averting 


' a terrible accident. 





The sixty-five passengers 
on the train took up a collection for the boys, 
and realized four dollars and twenty cents, 
Puck indulges in some sarcastic comments on 
this incident, but it shouldn’t judge too hastily. 
Perhaps these sixty-five persons were returning 








home from a seaside summer-resort, and the | 
wonder is that they succeeded in getting away 


with as much as four dollars and twenty cents. 
— Norristown Herald. 


WE are always ready for occasion of national 
mourning for the death of great men. We re- 
ligiously preserve all the old job-office towels. 
—Fall River Advance. 


Horsford’s Acid Phosphate 
In Constipation 
Dr. J. N {. ROBINSON, Medina, O., says: ‘¢ In 
cases of indigestion, constipation and nervous 
prostration, its results are happy.” 


Pickings trom Puck. 


TH’RD CROP. 









READER.--Do you 
know what you are 
going to get 
on the 22nd of 
September? 

You are go- 
ing to get PICK- 

INGS FROM PUCK 

Third Crop. 
Take off your 

hat and look 

happy. 

This is not the 
original PICK- 
INGSFROMPUCK. 
It is not PicK- 
INGS FROM Puck 
Second Crop. It 
isn’t either, or 
both, with a new 
cover. Itis all 
freshly plucked from the flowery fields of Literature and 
Art that lie in the inexhaustible back numbers of Puck. 

Its price is Twenty-five Cents, of all newsdealers. 

The traditional barrel of monkeys will now please to 
pale its ineffectual fires. 

Now you know where you are. 


Step in and be happy. PUCK. 








fwo=~7 
FgRor. HB joremus ON 


Tomer Soaps: 


‘* You have demonstrated that a Jer/ect/y pure 
soap may be made. I, therefore, cordially com- 
mend to ladies and to the community in general 
the employment of your pure ‘ La Belle’ toilet 
soap over any adulterated article.” 





Is made from the choicest quality 


of stock, and contains a LARGE 
PERCENTAGE of GLYCERINE; 
therefore it is specially adapted for 


Toilet, Bath and Infants. “ 





NEW POCKET DRINKING CUP. 
Folds together and goes in handsome 
nickled watch case. 
Price, 50 cents each; 
$3.25 per doz., post-paid. 
A BONANZA FOR AGENTS. 


Greghill Mfg. Co. 


MERIDEN, CONN. 









3 for $1.10, or 


i Colored plates, 
jof different aK gd 
vom, and where “y bay t 






TED ) FANCIERS 
ASSOCIA . 
" Assooiaten mannan am 





GUNS: 3 
BEST IN i 8 vee. mAs “sn! rain © Ins‘st wu 


getting the **C! fon”; Sf: our seater hasn't it, sem 

us. Send 6 a. ae stamps for Filusteated 84-Page Cai 

of Guns, Rifles, Revolvers, Police Goods, &c. Established } 
JOHN P. LOVELL*S } CESS, Henaiaciarers, BOSTOR, MASS, 








VOLUME XIX. OF PUCK 


vas completed with No. 494. It contains 416 pages and 
579 illustrations, viz. : 
26 double-page illuminated cartoons, 
52 single-page 
§01 illustrations in black aud white. 
Contributions by the best humorous writers in the country. 
Price, unbound, with title-page and index $2.50 
Bound in cloth es 3-75 
Half morocco 4.50 
Unbound copies of Volume XIX., 7 i good condition, 
will be exchanged for bound copies. 
In cloth, with title-page and index, for $1.25 
Half morocco, ‘© =2.00 
(Postage on bound volumes, 50 cents.) 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, Publishers, 
S. W. Cor. of Houston and Mulberry Streets. 


se ce se se 





BOWERY BAY BEACH, 


ON LONG ISLAND SOUND, OPPOSITE RIKER'S 
ISLAND. 

finest beach for bathing, swim- 

safest place, with ample police 





A new summer family resort ; 
ming, boating, and fishing ; 
protection. 

Bathing pavilion, restaurant, and beautiful shady gro nds, 
NOW OPEN. Separate Picnic Grounps. 

Reached by summer cars of Steinway and Hunter's Point 
Horse Rail-road, in 20 minutes from Astoria (92d St.) Ferry, and 
40 minutes from Hunter’s Point ferries, connecting with every 
boat from 5 A. M. till midnight. Fare from New York, via gad 
St. Ferry, 10 cents. 

Elegant drive from g2d St. Ferry, Astoria, along river-front, op- 
posite Hell Gat , Wara’s Island, etc., to Bow: ry Bay Beach. 653 








Send 6c. for postage for free costly box of goods which 
will help all to more money than anything else in this 


h PRIVE world, Fortunes await the workers absolutely sure. 
& Terms mailed free. Tree & Co., Augusta, 


aine. 
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** Our first meeting was the most sweetly romantic affair you ever 
heard of, My hat blew off and he returned it to me so gracefully,” 


ere ae 





meneadia agp! 





“(We used to go in bathing together, It 


was just perfectly enchanting.” 


Prop teautnaneymererimtner ey event 

















«We walked on, the 
beach by moonlight, The 
way he quoted poetry was 
quite too awfully heavenly 
for anything.” 








«¢It was just too sickeningly mortifying. 1 
went into Redstar’s to do a little shopping, 
and, would you believe it? there he stood 
behind the ribbon counter, smiling in a 
perfectly brazen manner. I gave one scream, 
and fainted dead-away.”’ 














THE ROMANCE OF A SUMMER, AS TOLD BY MISS MAMIE GUSHLEY TO HER DEAREST LADIFREND. 
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